The Moon-Clock
Through fatuous channels of the thinned Brain.   Till all the clangours which have dinned
Through your arched ears are only this, Tick-tock down blank eternities,
Where still the sallow death's-head ticks As stars burn down like candle-wicks.
GOLD BRANCH IN THE BLACK AIR
\ V 7HO taps ?    You are not the wind tapping ? W         No!   Not the wind!
You straining and moaning there, Are you a cold branch in the black air Which the storm has skinned ? No I   Not a cold branch ! Not the wind !
Who are you ?    Who are you ?
But you loved me once,
You drank me fake wine
The dead wood simmers in my skull.    I am rotten. And your blood is red still and you have forgotten,
And my blood was yours once and yours mtne !
Are you there still ?    O fainter, O further . . . nothing 1
Nothing taps !
Surely you straining and moaning there, You were only a cold branch in the black air ? . Or a door perhaps ?
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